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©fje  Sybil's  Ducat. 

It  would  seem  that  playwrights  had  taken  a  cata¬ 
logue  of  the  Devil’s  family  and  effects.  His  “  Brother 
“  Bridge,”  and  “  Elixir,”  are  already  become  stage  pro¬ 
perties  ;  and  7ioiv  they  have  stolen  his  “  Ducat,”  which 
Messrs.  Mathews  and  Yates  have  put  in  circulation. 
Of  all  rogues,  the  dramatic  depredator  is  the  least  scru¬ 
pulous  and  abashed — “See  where  he  steals V*  in  his 
different  capacities  of  Translator,  Adapter,  and  Poacher. 
A  merchant  who  trades  beyond  his  capital  must  of  ne¬ 
cessity  borrow  from  somebody  ;  and  an  author,  whose 
dramatic  lumber  exceeds  the  natural  product  of  his 
brains,  must  draw  pretty  freely  upon  those  of  others. 
To  hold  up  for  public  sport  the  mere  kite-Jiyers  of  the 
theatrical  world,  would  produce  more  entertainment 
than  all  their  pieces  put  together.  Men  of  straw,  who 
never  raised  a  laugh  but  on  borrowed  jokes,  would  then 
be  good  for  hundreds  of  broad  grins.  Had  the  Dunciad 
never  been  written,  how  dull  had  been  the  scribblers  of 
that  day.  Tom  Osborne  would  have  been  tolerated  only 
from  having  received  the  singular  honour  of  a  blow  from 
the  Literary  Hercules,  Dr.  Johnson  ;  and  the  Caitiff 
Curl,  “  so  famed  for  turbulence  and  horns,”  from  the 
classical  distinction  of  having  been  tossed  in  a  blanket 
by  the  Westminster  scholars : — 

(“Thns,  dirty  knaves,  or  chattering  fools, 

Strung  up  by  dozens  in  thy  lay, 

Teach  more  by  half  than  Dennis’  rules. 

And  point  instruction  ev’ry  way. 

With  Egypt's  art  thy  pen  may  strive  ; 

One  potent  drop  let  this  but  shed  : 

And  ev’ry  rogue  that  stunk  alive, 

Becomes  a  precious  mummy  dead." 

Mr.  Jerrold  does  not  borrow  from  the  French — nei¬ 
ther  does  he  poach  in  the  unfrequented  fields  of  the 
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drama,  and  realize  the  fable  of  the  Ass  in  the  Lion’s 
Skin.  A  hint  from  an  old  ballad  or  book  is  sufficient- 
lie  is  content  with  an  apple,  without  stripping  the  whole 
tree  : — 

“  That  paltry  patcher  is  a  bald  translator, 

Whose  awl  bores  at  the  words  but  not  the  matter  ; 

But  this  translator  makes  good  use  of  leather. 

By  stitching  rhyme  and  reason  both  together.” 

This  “  Ducat”  “  smells  woundily  of  Brimstone  !”  The 
idea  is  taken  from  a  goblin  story  related  in  Le  Clerk’s 
Dictionary — how  Pases,  a  famous  magician  of  old,  who, 
by  his  enchantments,  could  conjure  up  sumptuous  feasts 
(how  convenient  for  hungry  stomachs  that  could  ‘‘  drink 
up  esil,  eat  a  crocodile!”)  and  make  them  disappear 
(as  if  “  Sancho’sdread  doctor  and  his  wand  were  there  !”) 
at  his  pleasure.  His  circulating  medium  was  what  the 
French  call  a  “  Flying  Pistole,”  that  is,  a  piece  of  money 
of  his  own  infernal  coinage,  which,  when  he  paid  it 
away,  always  returned  into  his  purse  again.  Whence 
the  proverb,  “  Pasetis  obulis,”  when  any  thing  occurs  ap¬ 
pertaining  to  the  longbow. 

The  character  of  Mammon  is  correctly  painted — glit¬ 
tering,  tempting,  and  betraying.  How  many,  like  As- 
tolfo,  sell  themselves  to  his  service;  and,  like  him,  pe¬ 
rish  his  victim  !  At  first  thought,  great  seems  the  ad¬ 
vantage  of  a  flying  pistole — no  sooner  parted  with  than 
recovered.  What  a  quick  return  of  capital  !  what  an 
inexhaustible  source  of  wealth  and  enjoyment !  That  a 
ducat  should  fly  out  of  a  purse  is  nothing  marvellous  ; 
but  that  it  should  fly  into  it  again  is  passing  strange — a 
wonder,  that  we  take  leave  to  illustrate  after  our  ad  li¬ 
bitum  mode  of  criticism,  by  the  following  well-accre¬ 
dited  story  : — 

Dr.  Monroe,  in  one  of  his  daily  visits  to  that  mansion  of 
misery  and  humiliation,  Old  Bethlem,  found  himself 
unexpectedly  left  alone  with  a  party  of  its  inmates  in 
whom  madness  had  taken  an  eccentric  and  mischievous 
turn.  In  one  of  those  sudden  flights  peculiar  to  insanity, 
it  was  proposed  that  the  Doctor  should  jump  out  at 
window  ;  which,  from  its  novelty  and  extravagance, 
was  passed  nem,  con.,  and  he  was  commanded  instantly 
to  take  the  leap.  Now,  to  jump  out  at  window  into  the 
street  is  pretty  well ;  but  to  jump  from  the  street  in  at 
the  window  is  still  better.  A  happy  thought  suggested 
to  the  Doctor  to  propose  the  latter  still  more  extra- 
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ordinary  trial  of  agility,  which,  being  carried  by  accla¬ 
mation,  he  lost  no  time  in  scampering  down  stairs, 
fortunate  in  having  saved,  not  only  his  leap,  but  his 
neck. 

Two  brothers,  Astolfo  and  Leandro,  having  been  de¬ 
prived  of  their  estate,  are  thrown  outcasts  upon  the 
world.  Astolfo  bears  his  loss  with  anger  and  com¬ 
plaining — Leandro  is  a  philosopher,  and  seeks  refuge 
from  poverty  in  contentment.  In  his  prosperity,  Astolfo 
had  been  the  approved  suitor  of  Sabina,  the  daughter 
of  Signor  Botta,  a  rich  old  miser :  in  his  adversity,  the 
father  is  false,  but  the  lady  true.  To  render  his  disap¬ 
pointment  more  bitter,  Nibbio,  the  despoiler  of  his  for¬ 
tune,  becomes  his  rival,  and  Sabina  is  about  to  be  sacri¬ 
ficed  to  the  avaricious  dotard.  In  his  despair,  he  takes 
a  stroll  to  the  Lake  of  Tartarus,  and,  being  somniferously 
inclined,  reposes  on  its  banks  :  sleep  shuts  his  eyes,  but 
not  his  senses — 

**  Though  he  sleeps,  his  brain  is  waking — 

Calm  he  seems — his  heart  is  aching.” 

Suddenly  appear  the  halls  of  Mammon,  with  all  their 
golden  appurtenances,  and  goblins  (damn’d)  descend 
and  chant  an  incantation.  These  “  come  like  shadows, 
so  depart and  Astolfo,  after  rising  from  his  uncom¬ 
fortable  nap,  finds  himself  in  an  open  country  in  the 
vicinity  of  Naples.  He  is  not  long  without  a  companion, 
— “  to  whimper  solitude  is  sweet for,  the  earth  opening 
a  few  paces  from  him,  Mammon  emerges  from  the  chasm 
— his  countenance  care-worn  and  cadaverous — his  gar¬ 
ments  tattered — and  his  purse  as  long  as  his  beard. 
Astolfo  recoils  with  horror.  A  sudden  metamorphosis 
takes  place  in  the  person  of  the  Fiend  :  his  rags  fly  off, 
his  mask  disappears,  and  his  form  becomes  invested 
with  a  gorgeous  and  glittering  garment  of  gold — a  crown 
encircles  his  head,  and  a  sceptre  starts  into  his  hand. 
He  offers  Astolfo  unbounded  wealth,  if  he  will  become 
his  worshipper.  The  charm  prevails,  and  the  mortal 
yields  to  his  tempter.  Astolfo  is  presented  with  the 
enchanted  ducat,  and  soon  has  evidence  of  its  magic 
qualities  in  a  payment  he  makes  to  Signor  Nibbio  for 
the  ransom  of  his  mistress,  Sabina.  The  pranks  that 
this  ducat  plays  are  amusing :  though  counted  two 
thousand  times  into  the  box  of  Nibbio,  it  returns  back 
again  and  leaves  it  empty.  Astolfo  is  accused  of  sor- 
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eery — the  marriage  rites  are  suspended — the  officiating 
priest  crosses  the  forbidden  coin — it  flies  in  pieces — the 
bridegroom  is  about  to  be  seized  as  a  wizard,  but  is 
rescued  by  his  old  friend,  the  Fiend.  The  ducat  is  sub¬ 
sequently  secured,  and  stamped  by  the  council  with  a 
flaming  brand  ;  though  not  without  some  difficulty — it 
being  held  (as  Rowland  Hill  held  Paine’s  Rights  of 
Man ,  when  he  put  it  into  the  fire)  with  a  pair  of  tongs — 
and  no  sooner  was  the  ceremony  over,  than  it  took  a 
miraculous  ascent  into  the  sky,  like  Belinda’s  Lock, 
where  it  shone,  not  as  a  radiant  star,  but  as  round  and 
clear  as  a  harvest  moon!  Astolfo,  accompanied  by  his 
mistress,  seeks  safety  in  flight.  He  offers  the  ducat  to 
a  mariner  to  convey  him  over  sea,  who,  recognizing  the 
flaming  brand,  rejects  it  with  horror.  He  pines  with 
hunger,  and  again  tenders  the  accursed  gold — Tis  of  no 
avail — like  the  Italian  vintager,  who  “  in  the  loaden 
vineyard  dies  for  thirst,”  he  must  perish  in  the  midst  of 
plenty  !  The  intermediate  events  we  pass  over  :  the 
murder  of  Botta  by  Mammon,  the  imprisonment  of 
Astolfo,  and  his  rescue  ;  suffice  it  that  he  dies,  and  is 
borne  down  to  the  infernal  regions  by  the  great  idol  of 
mankind. 

The  “Devil’s  Ducat”  passed  currentin  London, stamped 
W'ith  general  applause — there  it  met  with  no  cross.  VV e 
never  beheld  a  more  glittering  tempter  than  Mr.  O. 
Smith,  in  Mammon  ;  nor  a  greater  rogue,  for  a  little  fel¬ 
low,  than  Mr.  Buckstone,  in  Grillo. 

This  piece  was  first  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal, 
Adelphi,  on  Thursday,  December  16,1830. 
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MAMMON. — First  dress:  Old  gray  cloak,  trimmed 
with  black — mask,  and  long  beard.  Second  dress  : 
Crimson  shirt — crimson  velvet  and  gold  coat — yellow 
leggings — crown — sceptre — and  diamond  cross. 

ASTOLFO. — First  dress:  Puice  shape— red  panta¬ 
loons — russet  boots — black  velvet  hat,  and  white  feathers. 
— Second  dres3  :  Brown  tab  jacket— black  pantaloons  — 
same  hat  and  boots. 

LEANDRO.— G  reen  tab  jacket,  trimmed  with  gold — 
green  pantaloons — russet  shoes — black  hat  and  feathers. 

GRILLO. — Yellow  dress  and  hat,  trimmed  with  blue 
— yellow  cloak — blue  stockings — russet  shoes. 

NIBBIO.— Blue  tabbed  jacket,  trimmed  with  black 
velvet — crimson  cloak,  trimmed  with  black — black  hat 
— crimson  stockings. 

BOTTA.— Black  satin  velvet  shape — black  hat — black 
feathers. 

FILIPPO. — Italian  peasant’s  dress. 

PRIEST. — Gray  friar’s  dress. 

TOMASO. — Old  Italian  peasant’s  dress 

GAOLER. — Dark  brown  tabbed  jacket — black  vest — 
trunks — tight  pantaloons. 

.  LACCIO.— Dark  blue  tabbed  jacket,  trimmed  with 
black — black  vest — brown  breeches — boots. 

FRANCESCO.— Italian  peasant’s  drab  dress,  trim¬ 
med  with  blue— blue  stockings— pantaloons— russet 
shoes. 

LITTLE  BOY.— Ditto. 

GUESTS. — Italian  jackets— vests— trunks,  &c. 

SABINA. — First  dress: — White  silk,  lama  flounces 
and  trimmings. — Second  dress  :  Plain  white. 


Cast  of  the  Characters 

As  Performed  at  the  Adelphi  Theatre (  December  16,  1830. 


Mammon  . 

.  .  .  .  Mr.  O.  Smith. 

Astolfo  . 

.  .  .  .  Mr.  Yates. 

Leandro  , 

.  .  .  .  Mr.  Hemmings. 

Grillo  . 

.  .  .  .  Mr.  Buckstone. 

Nibltio 

.  .  .  .  Mr.  Downe. 

Botta 

.  .  Mr.  Bayne. 

Francesco  .  . 

.  .  .  .  Mr.  Chapman. 

Fillippo 

.  .  .  .  Mr.  Morris. 

Tomaso 

.  .  .  .  Mr.  S.  Smith. 

Gorgotie 

.  .  .  .  Mr.  Saunders. 

Laccio  .  . 

.  .  .  Mr.  V.  Webster. 

Sabina  . 

.  .  Mrs.  Yates. 

Villagers,  fyc. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  work  print  no  plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal 
observations  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

EXITS  and  ENTRANCES. 

R.  means  Right ;  L.  Left ;  F.  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running 
across  the  back  of  the  Stage  ;  D.  F.  Door  in  Flat;  R.  D.  Right 
Door  ;  L.  D.  Left  Door  ;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance  ;  U.  E.  Upper 
Entrance  ;  C.  D.  Centre  Door. 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS. 

R.  means  Right ;  L.  Left  ;  C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre  ; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre. 

R.  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 

%*  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage, faring  the  Audience * 


MEMOIR  OF  MR.  O.  SMITH. 


Mr,  O.  Smith— though  if  we  are  rightly  informed,  O 
is  an  interpolation,  and  Richard  John  are  the  names  for 
which  he  is  indebted  to  his  godfathers  and  godmothers 
— was  born  at  York,  in  the  year  1786.  He  was  in¬ 
tended  for  the  profession  of  the  law,  and  placed  in  the 
office  of  a  solicitor,  at  Bath.  He  was  now  condemned 
(like  Billy  Bombast)  to  study  John  Doe  and  Richard 
Roe ,  instead  of  King  John  and  Richard  the  Third ; — 
what  a  task  for  a  person  of  his  aspiring  abilities  !  “Copy 
that  brief,”  said  his  master  5  “  Brief  let  me  be,”  quoth 
the  clerk — so  he  gave  the  little  attorney  leg-bail,  and  to 
avoid  a  paternal  lecture  on  his  imprudent  conduct, 
entered  on  board  a  merchantman,  and  sailed  from  Bris¬ 
tol  for  the  coast  of  Guinea,  in  1803.  On  his  return  to 
England — (Guinea  being  too  hot  to  hold  him) — his  un¬ 
conquerable  passion  for  the  stage  still  meeting  with 
determined  opposition  from  his  family,  he  quitted  Bath, 
in  June  1804,  strolled  through  Wales  and  part  of 
Ireland,  returned  to  Liverpool,  and  subsequently  en¬ 
gaged  with  Mr.  Macready,  the  Sheffield  manager,  in 
the  double  capacity  of  performer  and  prompter.  His 
next  remove  was  to  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow  ;  from 
thence  to  Bath  again,  in  1807 — where  he  performed  in 
serious  pantomime,  with  such  success,  that  Mr.  Elliston 
invited  him  to  the  Surrey  Theatre,  on  which  boards  he 
made  his  first  appearance  in  May,  1810.  His  rising 
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talents  were  for  some  years  confined  to  the  Minors, 
when  in  1823  his  old  friend,  the  lessee  of  Drury  Lane, 
transferred  them  to  his  theatre,  when  Mr.  Smith’s  per- 
formance  of  Zamiel,  in  ‘‘  Der  Frieschutz,”  proved  him  a 
perfect  master  of  melo-dramatic  action,  to  which  he 
imparted  an  intellectuality  that  spoke  as  much  to  the 
mind  as  the  eye.  He  has  since  followed  up  the  same 
line  of  acting  with  success,  increasing  in  public  estima¬ 
tion,  and  rivalling  his  preternatural  brother,  T.  P.  Cooke , 
in  some  of  his  best  characters.  His  Flying  Dutchman 
was  particularly  good — his  Mammon  is  better — and  as 
the  latter  is  his  original  part,  his  acting,  in  this  instance, 
merits  more  especial  commendation.  He  is  at  this 
moment  principal  demon  to  Messrs.  Mathews  and 
Yates. 


8^  D. - G. 


THE  DEVIL'S  DUCAT; 

OR,  THE  GIFT  OF  MAMMON. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — The  Country  in  the  Vicinity  of  Naples. 
Music. — Enter  Astolfo  and  Leandro,  ft.  s.  e. 

Lea.  Brother  Astolfo,  hear  patience. 

Ast.  Not  when  patience  tells  me  I’m  a  beggar. 

Lea.  Well,  am  I  richer  than  thou  ? 

Ast.  Yes  :  thou’rt  contented  with  thy  poverty. 

Lea.  Truly,  contentment  is  the  poor  man’s  bank 
Old  Nibbio  hath  robb’d  us  of  our  land — 

What  then  ?  w  ill  sour  looks  bring  it  back  again  ? 
Ast.  Brother, 

In  this  world,  pleasures  are  not  showered  on  us; 
They  must  be  bought. 

Lea.  Nay,  but  listen — 

Ast.  Silence,  or  thou’lt  drive  me  mad — I  tell  thee, 
Robbed  of  our  estate,  we  are  made  outcasts  ; — 
Thrown  on  the  world  to  swell  the  train  of  those, 
AVho,  for  ready  smiles  and  subtle  adulation, 

Give  raiment,  food,  and  lodging. 

Lea.  Astolfo,  thou  think’st  too  much  of  our  loss— 
Gold  doth  not  work  such  miracles. 

Ast.  Not!  look  abroad — 

Doth  it  not  give  honour  to  the  worthless, 

Strength  to  the  weak,  beauty  to  wither’d  age. 

And  wisdom  to  the  fool  ? — As  the  world  runs, 

A  devil  with  a  purse  wins  more  regard 
Than  angels,  empty-handed. 

Lea.  After  all,  thou  art  not  so  destitute. 

Is  there  not  Sabina,  the  only  child 
Of  Signor  Botta,  the  rich  notary  ? 

She  is  young  and  lovely  ;  and,  more  than  all, 

Thy  promised  bride. 
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Ast.  Humph  ! 

Lea .  Sadder  yet? — No  smile  for  a  rich  young  wife  ? 
Ast.  Ay  :  when  I  am  assured,  the  rich  young  wife 
Hath  smiles  for  her  patiper  husband. 

Lea.  Come,  come,  thou  canst  not  doubt - - 

Ast.  Sabina  ? 

No,  she  is  all  constancy  and  gentleness. 

For  her  father — but  the  hour  will  show — who’s  here 
Lea.  That  varlet,  Grillo — once  a  professed  rogue, 
Now  the  serving-man  of  Signor  Botta. 

Enter  Grillo,  l.  u.  e. 

Gri.  Sweet  signor,  I  was  running - 

Lea.  Ay,  running  is  a  part  of  thy  old  trade. 

Gri.  Will  a  man’s  sins  never  be  forgotten? — Sir,  I 
am  reformed — I  have  turned  my  back  upon  the  gallows 
these  six  months.  ’Tis  true,  old  feelings  are  not  to  be 
cast  aside  like  an  old  suit :  a  man  can’t  start  into  naked 
purity  at  once — something  will  stick.  Even  yet,  I  own 
it,  my  fingers  spread  at  a  stray  purse,  like  the  claws  of 
a  cat  when  she  dreams  of  a  mouse.  ’Twas  but  yester¬ 
day  I  heard  the  cry  of  “stop  thief!”  and  instinctively 
took  to  my  heels.  I  never  hear  a  dying  speech,  that  I 
do  not  put  to  myself  the  question — “  Friend  Grillo,  wert 
thou  hanged  yesterday  or  not?” 

Lea.  VV ell,  thou  most  ingenuous  knave, 

What  errand  now  ? 

Gri.  I’d  forgotten  ;  a  letter  from  Signor  Botta—  [Gh'<?s 
the  letter  to  Astolfo — aside.]'  I’ve  been  so  used  to  take,  that  I 
shall  never  bring  myself  to  give.  [Goes  up,  L. 

Ast.  (l.)  [ Having  read  the  letter ,  hands  it  to  Leandro .1 
There  ! 

If’t  be  a  riddle,  the  solution  is, 

I  am  not  worth  a  doit. 

Lea.  (r.)  [Havmg  read  the  letter.]  Is  his  friendship  no 
more  than  this  ? 

Ast.  Friendship! 

’Tis  what  we  talk  of  when  we’re  babes  and  fools ; 

Men  discard  it  as  a  dream  of  childhood. 

Why  did  not  my  fortune  sink  with  my  state, 

And  to  a  beggar's  portion  fit  a  beggar’s  hopes? 

Lea.  Come,  all’s  not  lost  because  old  Graybeard  here 

Deny  thee.  Smooth  thy  face,  look  lightly  on’t, _ 

I  have  lost  wealth  as  well  as  thou 
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Ast.  Ay,  but  dost  not  feel  the  loss  so  keenly. 

Sabina  ! — I  remember  nothing  earlier 

Than  her  sweet  face — she,  to  whom,  next  heav’n, 

I  looked  for  hope,  is  barred  me. — Why  is  this? 

What  have  I  done  ? — Is  my  name  degraded  ? 

Is  my  blood  tainted,  my  mind  changed  ? — Am  I  not 

In  heart  and  conscience  the  same  Astolfo 

As  of  yesterday  ?— What,  then,  my  fault?  ’tis  this — ■ 

Far  worse  than  sacrilege  or  sudden  leprosy- 
I  am  a  beggar  ! 

Proclaim  the  wealthy  knave,  cut-throat,  and  cheat, 

Still  crowds,  as  deaf  as  adders,  crawl  and  bow 
To  him.  Denounce  him  poor, — as  though  the  plague 
Were  at  his  bones,  he  stands  alone. 

Lea.  Patience!  Sabina  may  yet  be  thine. 

Ast.  Ay — though  my  hand,  wet  with  her  father’s  blood, 
Do  clasp  her.  I’ll  fit  my  actions  to  my  state, 

And  that  is  desperate.  The  full-blown  world, 

That  spurns  my  indigence,  shall  expiate 
Its  scorn. 

Lea.  Thou  doth  mistake  this  passion.  Astolfo, 
Thou’lt  not  be  guilty  of - 

Ast.  No;  for  I’ll  be  rich. 

Where  wealth  is,  as  mankind  look,  guilt  is  not.  [Exit,  l. 

Lea,.  Poor  Astolfo  !  Left  alone,  he’ll  soon  grow 
cool.  [To  Grille.]  So,  is’t  possible  thou  art  reformed. 
Why,  thou  hast  been  a  rogue  from  thy  cradle. 

Gri.  [Comes  down.]  Sir,  my  father  was  a  mountebank, 
and  served  convents  with  jest-books,  lip-salves,  and 
lotions.  My  mother, — the  saints  be  gentle  to  her  ! — was 
a  nun,  who  dealt  in  his  ware.  What  can  you  expect 
from  such  parents? 

Lea.  Nothing  but  a  prodigy  of  cunning. 

Gri.  Sir,  fate  did  all  to  make  me  a  most  accomplished 
knave.  All  my  roguery  I  owe  to  my  father;  my  de¬ 
votion — for  a  true  knave  must  have  a  spice  of  devotion 
• — to  my  mother. 

Lea.  Ha,  ha  !  thy  devotion  ! 

Gri.  True,  sir  :  an  instance  I  never  cheated  on 
saints’  days  or  Sundays.  How  many  of  your  honest 
traders  can  say  so  much  ? 

Lea.  A  grievous  abstinence !  And  you  lay  your 
roguery  to  the  charge  of  fate? 

Gri.  Do  you  see  this  hand  ? 

Lea.  Very  clearly. 
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Gri.  Doth  it  not  look  a  hand  expressly  fashioned  to 
slide  into  a  pocket? — ’Tis  as  like  the  hand  of  a  lawyer 
or  a  physician,  as  a  toadstool’s  like  a  mushroom.  Yet, 
despite  of  these  advantages,  have  I  quitted  the  broad 
road  to  glory,  the  highway,  for  an  obscure  nook  in  a 
notary’s  family. 

Lea.  And  I  doubt  whether  the  example  of  Signor 
Botta  be  propitious  to  thy  budding  honesty. 

Gri.  He  is  my  master, — yet,  a  rogue;  a  notary, — still, 
no  better  ;  the  companion  of  that  piece  of  devout  hag¬ 
gardness,  the  usurer,  Nibbio — for  that,  scarcely  a  saint. 

Lea.  Nibbio! 

Gri.  Your  lather’s  friend  ;  one  who  hath  robbed  your 
father’s  sons  of  their  inheritance,  and  would  now  steal 
a  young  wife  from  a  youth  named  Astolfo. 

Lea.  Nibbio!  that  grub  marry  Sabina? 

Gri.  The  grub  hath  money. 

Lea.  He  marry  !  Why,  he  loves  nothing  but  himself — 
hates  the  world. 

Gri.  That’s  it.  He  hates  the  world  so  much,  he  would 
fain  marry,  to  leave  it  something  like  himself.  ’Tis  the 
rogue’s  malice,  looking  beyond  death. 

Lea.  True,  he  hath  filched  our  patrimony ;  yet,  Sabina ! 
— No,  he  could  not  dare - 

Gri.  Sir,  Nibbio  hath  made  you  beggars,  as  he  says, 
to  keep  you  from  the  vices  of  wealth.  There’s  no  vil- 
lany  he’d  not  commit  with  the  best  intentions.  Why, 
he  never  lends  a  few  ducats  at  a  hundred  per  cent.,  that 
he  does  not  first  have  prayers  said  over  them.  Had  he  to 
cut  his  neighbour’s  throat,  he’d  first  sharpen  his  knife  on 
the  church  marble. 

Lea.  If  this  be  true,  he  must  have  planned  with  Botta  ; 

and  he - 

Gri.  Hush!  here  come  all  the  three. 

Lea.  Three! — Nay,  I  see  but  Nibbio  and  thy  master. 

Gri.  Thrt  e,  sir.  The  devil  walks  arm-in-arm  between 
them,  though  you  don’t  see  him. 

Lea.  They’re  in  earnest  talk.  See, — now  they  smile. 

Gri.  Ha  !  when  rich  rogues  are  merry,  honest  folks 
may  go  into  mourning.  Stand  aside,  sir.  [They  retire,  r. 

Enter  Nibbio  and  Botta,  l. 

Nib.  Yet,  friend  Botta,  ’twill  be  sudden. 

Bot.  The  better :  time  would  only  feed  her  obstinacy. 

Nib.  True,  true.  Weil,  the  saints  consenting,  I  will 
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marry  her  to-night.  [Warily.']  Her  dowry  as  we  settled 
y  esterday  ? 

Bol.  Even  so.  I  have  already  denied  Astolfo  my 
house.  No  doubt,  he’ll  chafe  somewhat. 

Nib.  1  lie  profligate!  But  for  my  care,  he  would  have 
rioted  in  sin.  Money,  money  to  young  minds,  is  fuel 
to  their  guilty  tires.  Their  weak,  foolish  father,  Vi- 
cenzo - . 

Lea.  [Coming  down,  r.]  Peace!  I  hear  no  words  from 
thee  about  Vicenzo. 

Nib.  And  why  not? 

Lea.  He  was  my  father  ;  he  is  in  his  grave.  [To  Botta .] 
So,  sir — for  now  I  see  the  foul  conspiracy — thou  dost 
make  common  cause  w'ith  this  vile  man,  not  only  to  rob 
us  of  our  slender  means,  but  to  wreck  my  brother’s 
wishes  in  the  fair  Sabina. 

Nib.  [To  Botta.]  Do  not  answer  him. 

Lea.  [Impetuously.]  Thou  scorner  of  the  dead — de¬ 
spoiler  of  the  living ! 

Nib.  Reprobate !  hast  lost  all  reverence  for  age  ? 
See’st  not  my  gray  hairs  ? 

Lea.  No — for  I  look  but  at  thy  villany. — Next  to 
heaven,  virtuous  age  demands  our  veneration — for  how 
close  the  link ’tw'ixt  good  old  men  and  angels? — but 
thou,  false  to  thy  dead  friend,  hast  not  robbed  his 
children  ? 

Nib.  No  •, — I  charge  me,  for  a  time,  with  the  father’s 
wealth,  in  mercy  to  the  children’s  souls.  Having  money, 
they  were  past  redemption. 

Lea.  What  !  shall  we  virtuously  starve? 

Nib.  Starve  !  are  there  not  the  wars?  Is  not  the  Turk 
upon  our  coast  ? — Go — beg  a  sword  ;  and,  with  the  bless¬ 
ings  of  the  saints,  die,  battling  the  unbelievers. 

Lea.  Thou  crawling  hypocrite  ! 

Nib.  Thou’lt  use  no  violence  ? 

Lea.  I  will  not  beat  thee.  And,  for  shame  !  thou’dst 
simper  in  the  face  of  hissing  scorn.  Signor  Botta,  thou 
hast  made  me  distrustful  of  my  judgment,  for  I  took  thee 
for  an  honest  man.  [Exit,  r. 

Nib „  What  owe  I  not  to  heaven,  that -hath  made  me 
calm  under  all  injuries. 

Bol.  Calm,  indeed  !  yet  he  gave  it  thee  smartly. 

Nib.  Breath  !  mere  breath  !  what  is  that  to  a  clear 
spirit  ? 

B  2 
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Bet.  I  will  now  homeward,  and  prepare  Sabina 
Thou  know’st  the  hour  ;  do  not  fail.  [Exit,  L.. 

Nib.  I  will  for  the  priest.  [Pausing.]  Let  me  see, — 
what  shall  I  gain  by  this  marriage! 

Gri.  [ Coming  down.- — Aside.]  Repentance.  [To  Nibbio.] 
Many  blessings,  sweet  signor. 

Nib.  Ha  !  thou  art  Botta’s  knave. 

Gri.  No — his  honest  man. — I  was  my  own  knave — 
that’s  past. 

Nib.  What  made  thee  turn  honest? 

Gri.  My  poverty. — I  couldn’t  trade  against  the  rich 
rogues — and,  for  cheating  in  a  small  way,  why  the 
market’s  overstocked, — ’tis  pure  loss  of  time. 

Nib.  Humph  !  go  to  Father  Antonio — the  holy  man  ! 
— thou  knowest  him  ? 

Gri.  He  whose  pocket  was  picked,  looking  at  Punch  '( 

Nib.  Bring  him  to  your  master’s  house  :  ’tis  to  marry 
me  and  Sabina.  Why,  my  blood  mounts,  and  I  am 
young  again  ! 

Gri.  Young,  sir!  why,  you  seem  to  have  cast  your 
skin,  like  a  spring  snake.  Bless  me  !  what  a  change! — 
a  miracle  ! — has  your  reverence  given  any  money  of  late 
to  the  monks  ? 

Nib.  1  do  not  publish  such  gifts. —  But  I — I  [Feeling 
his  pocket.]  look  well  ? 

Gri.  W  ell ! — Had  I  seen  you  giving  alms,  I  had  sworn 
it  had  not  been  you.  W  hile  I  speak,  you  seem  to  change  : 
your  hair  is  deepening  into  a  fine  chestnut-brown, — every 
wrinkle  is  dying  from  your  face,— there’s  a  bright  streak 
of  red  dawning  in  each  cheek  ;  and  your  eyes, — I  pity 

the  woman  who  can  hold  her  heart  and  look  at  ’em  ! _ 

Doesn’t  your  reverence  feel,  on  a  sudden,  strengthened  ? 

Nib.  I  do — I  do — I  do. 

Gri.  I  warrant  me,  though  you  hav’nt  gnawed  a  crust 
these  score  years,  you  could  crack  nuts  like  a  squirrel. 

Nib.  [  Perceiving  the  banter  of  Grillo.]  You  speak  truly 
and  I’ll  reward  you— I'll— stay  :  I’ll  first  look  into  a 
glass,  to  be  sure  you  do  not  lie. 

Gri.  Be  quick,  sir  ;  for,  as  you  are  about  to  marry,  I 
will  not  answer  for  a  change. 

Nib.  Run — run  for  the  priest. 

Gri.  I  will,  sir.  [dside.]  Wer’t  for  the  hangman,  I’d 
gallop-  [Exit  Grillo,  l.,  Nibbio,  it. 
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SCENE  II.—  View  of  the  Lake  of  Tartarus. 

Astolfo  discovered ,  sleeping  on  a  bank,  L. — stage  dark 
clouds  descend,  and  discover  the  Halls  of  Mammon  here  aie 
seen  splendid  banquets,  heavs  of  gold,  the  Seasons  and  the 
Hours  dancing. 

CHORUS.— Spirits. 

Arise  1  come  forth,  each  antic  sprite, 

That  labours  through  the  glooomy  night ; 

Showing  to  the  dreamer’s  eyes 
Visions  of  the  golden  skies. 

See  !  a  mortal  here  is  laid. 

Ply  your  quaint,  fantastic  trade  : 

Though  he  sleeps,  his  brain  is  waking  ; 

Calm  he  seems — his  heart  is  aching. 

Conjure  to  his  erring  sense 
Shows  of  bright  magnificence  ; 

Sparkling  gems,  and  heaps  of  gold, 

More  than  ever  yet  were  told  ; 

And,  whilst  he  views  the  gorgeous  mine, 

Shout  in  his  ear,  “  all’s  thine  !  all’s  thine  l" 

\The  Music  dies  away — the  scene  is  changed  to 

SCENE  III. — The  previous  View. 

Ast.  [ Waking .]  These,  these  are  mine  !— all  mine! 

Ha  !  I  am  mocked— and  wake  to  agony. 

The  sweets  of  slumber,  the  beggar’s  solace, 

Are  denied  me  !  Ob,  gold,  gold  !  I  would  seek 
The  centre,  so  that  I  might  welcome  thee  !— 

If  there  be  fiends  who  wait  on  mis’ry’s  wish, 

The  ready  ministers  of  reckless  men, 

Giving  for  future  hopes  a  present  good, 

Show’rin-g  on  desp’rate  creatures  wealth  and  state, 

I  call  upon  thee,  conre  !— behold  a  man, 

Who  dares  be  villain,  but  dares  not  be  poor  ! 

The  earth  breaks  a  few  paces  from  Astolfo' s  feet,  and  Mammon 
is  seen,  (c  ) — his  appearance  is  that  of  an  old  and  haggard  man, 
with  a  long  gray  beard,  and  a  face  expressive  of  the  most 
sullen  apathy— heaps  of  gold  lying  before  him— Astolfo  re¬ 
coils  in  horror. 

What  art  thou  ? 

Mam.  Thine  idol.  Come,  bow  to  me. 

Ast.  Thou  art  a  fiend,  set  on  to  snare  my  soul  ! 

I  do  repent  me. 

Mam:  Fool  ! 

Religion’s  in  the  heart,  not  in  the  knee  . 

Already  thou  hast  worshipp’d  me. 

b  3 
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Ast.  Thy  name  ? 

Mam.  Mammon. — 

Thou  dost  smile.  ’Tis  a  name  that  makes  men  laugh, 
Though  death  be  aiming  at  them.  Thou’dst  be  mine  ? 

Ast ,  No  :  thy  looks  are  terrible  ;  thy  words - 

Mum.  So,  then,  we  can  change  both. 

[ Mammon  casts  away  his  mask  and  ragged  covering,  and  ap¬ 
pears  a  mass  oj  gold ,  with  a  golden  crown  and  sceptre. 

Start  not,  signor  : — I  am  earth’s  harlequin  ; 

I  build  up  palaces,  put  slaves  on  thrones, 

Erase  the  spots  from  treason’s  stained  coat, 

Manacle  warm  youth  to  shivering  age, 

Re-christen  fools  most  wise  and  learned  men, 

And  trumpet  villains,  honest. 

Ast.  (l.  c.)  Wilt  thou  serve  me  ? 

Mam.  (r.)  First,  hear  my  offer.  [Showing  a  piece  of  gold  A 
What  see'st  thou  ?  6  1  J  &  J 

Ast.  A  golden  ducat. 

Mam.  It  doth  contain  uncounted  wealth.  ’Tis  thine  ! 
Ast.  One  ducat ! 

Mam.  Millions  are  in  that  one. 

Listen.  It  shall  no  sooner  leave  thy  purse 
1  han,  with  a  thought,  it  will  return  again. 

Pay  it  away  a  thousand  times  an  hour 
Still  it  shall  be  thine. 

Ast.  Can  it  be  ? 

Mam.  Hast  to  learn  the  magic  of  the  metal  ? 

Ast.  No: 

I  know  ’tis  all  powerful — buys  honours, 

Earthly  happiness - 

Mam.  Not  always. 

My  honesty  must  even  say  so  much. 

Asf.  The  risk  be  mine!  Give  me  the  ducat! 

Mam.  Stay.  Thou  wilt  sell  thyself  for  gold  ? 

Tis  a  common  bargain.  Gold  shall  be  thine  ; 

Rut  when,  in  the  bitterness  of  thy  heart, 

Thou  dost  renounce  the  gift  as  vilest  dross _ 

Ast.  Never  ! 

Mam.  Then  thou  shalt  be  mine. 

Ast.  1  swear - 

Mam.  Ha,  ha  ! 

1  ask  no  oath,  want  no  scribbled  parchment. 

Were  all  my  compacts  made  in  wriiten  deeds 
Say,  what  place  were  wide  enough  to  hold  them! 

[Holding  out  the  ducat. 
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Wilt  take  it?  [Astolfo  seizes  the  ducat. 

So  !  Henceforth  we  are  inseparable. 

I  will  attend  on  thee  in  every  shape, — 

Give  thee  gold  at  every  cost.  Thou  hast  wealth. 
Pleasures  are  thy  servants.  List  their  homage  ! 

SONG. — Spirits. 

Thou  hast  b  und  us  in  chains. 

On  thy  bidding  we  wait  ; 

We  yield  thee  our  gains. 

To  ennoble  thy  state. 

Thou  hast  gold,  more  prevailing  than  law  or  the  sword  • 

Thou  hast  gold,  aud  we  bow  to,  and  call  thee  our  lord. 

[Whilst  the  Spirits  sing,  Mammon  sinks  into  the  earth ,  (c.) 
— clouds  descend ,  und  discover  the  City  of  Naples. — As¬ 
tolfo  remains  absorbed  in  wonder. 

Enter  NlBBIO,  hurrying  on,  r.,  followed  by  Grillo,  carry¬ 
ing  a  box. 

Nib.  Come,  knave,  come.  [Seeing  Astolfo.']  Astolfo!  I 
had  rather  trodden  on  a  snake  than  met  him  now. 

Gri.  How  he  stares  !  Poverty  hath  turned  his  brain. 
Nib.  Likely.  Let  us  run. 

Ast.  [ Seeing  them.]  Nibbio  ! 

Nib.  [Aside.]  The  tiger’s  in  his  eyes  !  I  pray  thee 
do  not  hurt  an  old  man. 

Ast.  Stay  ! 

Gri.  I  pray,  sir,  do  not  detain  us.  Signor  Nibbio 
is  running  to  his  wedding. 

Nib.  Hush,  hush  !  or,  in  his  present  humour,  he  will 
tear  me  piecemeal. 

Gri.  To  his  wedding,  signor,  with  the  fair  Sabina. 

[Astolfo  draws  his  sword. 
Nib.  [Falling  on  his  knees.]  A  lie!  a  lie!  As  I’m  a 
Christian,  a  lie  ! 

Gri.  A  truth!  a  truth  !  As  I’m  a  profligate,  a  truth  ! 
Ast.  For  how  much  hath  the  father  sold  his  child  ? 
Speak  ! — And  truly  ! — My  sword  is  at  thy  throat. 

Nib.  The  bargain  is  a  thousand  golden  ducats. 

Ast.  Renounce  Sabina, 

I  will  double  that  amount. 

Nib.  Two  thousand  !  Thou - 

Ast.  Nay, 

I’ve  dug  into  a  mine  thou  dost  not  dream  of. 

Nib.  [Aside.]  He  ever  had  a  prying  wit.  If  this  be 
true,  he  hath  found  the  stone.  Two  thousand  ! 
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Ast.  Paid  thee  here. 

Nib.  Two  thousand  !  I  will  sell  the  girl. 

[ Taking  the  box  from  Grillo. 

Gri.  [Aside  ']  Ay  ;  and,  for  such  a  sum,  throw  in  thy 
father  and  mother.  The  youngster  hath  some  cheat  for 
the  old  kite.  I  will  not  see  it.  [Exit  Grillo,  R. 

Nib.  (r.c.)  Stay, — no  trick.  I'll  have  the  money  down 
These  [Taking  papers  out  of  the  box  ]  are  the  papers  for  the 
marriage.  Give  me  the  ducats,  and  I’ll  rear  the  bonds. 

Ast.  (l.  c.)  Agreed! 

Nib.  I  will  count.  Knave  Grillo,  hold  thou  the  box. 
[Grillo,  with  a  mask  on,  similar  to  Mammon's ,  rises  through 

the  trap,  c.,  and  receives  the  box. 

Ast.  [Starting.]  Ha  !  thou  here  ! 

Nib.  Why,  ’ tis  the  varlet,  Grillo.  He’s  crazed!  I 
may  grasp  the  money  and  the  girl,  too.  Come,  the 
ducats— one — two — three — four - 

[Astolfo  tlv  ows ducat  after  ducat  into  the  box ,  counting  through 
the  music — in  this  manner  they  go  off,  l. 

% 

SCENE  IV .—Interior  of  the  Mansion  of  Bolta. 

Enter  Botta  atid  Sabina,  r. 

Bot.  No  matter  for  thy  dress.  Nibbio  is  no  fine  gal¬ 
lant:  wert  thou  in  sackcloth,  he  would  wed  thee. 

Sab.  Father,  thy  purpose  is  unholy.  I  tell  thee,  m\ 
heart  is  given  to  Astolfo. 

Bot.  Nibbio  cares  not  for  thy  heart,  so  he  gains  thv 
hand.  J 

Sab.  Sir,  turn  me  from  your  doors,  a  houseless  wan¬ 
derer,  I  am  content.  But  do  not— do  not  destroy  me. 

Bot.  Here’s  fine  talking!  I  choose  thee  a  husband _ 

’tis  true,  somewhat  in  years,  but  what  of  that]  ripe  in 
wisdom  and  saintly  practices,  and - 

Sab.  Saintly!  Naples  hath  not  so  vile  a  hypocrite 
Thou  may ’st  drag  me  to  the  altar  ;  but  lor  the  oath- 
tortures  should  not  tear  it  from  me  ! 

Enter  Astolfo,  l. 

Sab.  Astolfo  ! 

Bot.  What  do  you  here  ? 

Ast.  I  come  to  claim  my  bride 

WHh^'c|haVe  Ch05e"  “  il"e  b°Ur  f"r 
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Ast.  Signor  Botta,  I  do  not  jest ;  though  it  may  be, 
1  can  better  afford  to  do  so  than  when  last  we  met. 
Here  is  the  marriage  contract,  by  which  you  give  your 
daughter  to  old  Nibbio.  Tis  void.  [ Tears  it. 

Bot.  Villain!  how  came  you  by  that  deed?  You 
have  murdered  the  old  man. 

Ast.  Nay,  I  have  given  him  new  life  :  two  thousand 
ducats  to  forego  the  match. 

Bot .  It  cannot  be. 

Ast.  I  will  double  that  amount  to  bribe  you  to  an  act 
of  justice. 

Bot.  What  miracle  is  this  ? 

Ast.  Let  it  suffice  you,  I  have  the  wealth  ! 

Enter  Nibbio,  l. 

Ast.  [dside.]  ’Tis  safely  locked — safe,  safe  ! 

Bot.  Signor  Nibbio,  have  I  heard  the  truth?  Dost 
thou  renounce - 

Nib.  Thy  daughter,  the  sweet  Sabina?  Look  ye, 
Botta — we  are  old  men,  and  cannot  stay  long  from 
heaven.  See,  you,  then — your  fair  child  left  in  this 
wicked  world  without  a  prop,  a  counsellor — I  could  not 
rest  in  my  grave. 

Bot.  Be  it  so.  I  but  labour  for  the  advancement  of 
Sabina.  If  her  youthful  lover  here  have  means  to  keep 
her  from  the  hold  of  penury,  I  am  content. 

Ast.  You  shall  be,  sir,  if  wealth  can  give  you  ease. 
Let  us  within,  and  there  I’ll  pour  into  your  coffers  count¬ 
less  gold. 

Bot.  Ay,  and  then  for  the  ceremony.  Come,  my  dear 
son. 

Ast.  I  follow,  gentle  father. 

[Exeunt  Botta,  R.,  and  Astolfo,  leading  off  Sabina. 

Enter  Grii.lo,  l. 

Gri.  Now,  sweet  signor,  if  your  stomach  still  hold 
for  a  wedding,  all  is  in  readiness. 

Nib.  Hark  ye,  knave— that  box  in  the  chamber — ’tis 
safe  ? 

Gri.  That  you  took  from  me  with  the  deeds?  I  saw 
it  even  now.  But,  sir,  where’s  the  lady  ?  * 

Nib.  W'ith  her  young  bridegroom,  Astolfo. 

Gri.  Astolfo!  he  the  bridegroom  ?  What!  has  your 
worship  really  renounced  ?  [/iside.]  I  see  how  it  is— he 
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hath  met  a  drove  of  oxen  on  his  way,  and  turned 
coward. 

Nib.  Why,  did  you  not  see  him  pay  the  two  thousand 
ducats  ? 

Gri.  I  ?  Let  me  look  at  your  eyes,  sir  ?  Ha  ! 

Well — Sabina  will  make  a  pretty  young  widow.  [Music, 
without.]  Hear  you  not  that,  sir  ? 

Nib.  I  do;  in  faith,  my  heart  leaps  at  it. 

Gri.  [Aside. ]  O,  miracle  of  old  !  Stones  dance  to 
music.  Come,  sir — come  to  the  marriage. 

Nib.  Ay,  to  Astolfo’s  marriage  ;  for  I — I  am  wedded 
where  I  cannot  fail.  [Exeunt,  R. 

SCENE  V. —  Grand  Saloon,  with  folding -doors. —  Prepa¬ 
rations  for  the  marriage  ceremony. — Astolfo,  Sabina, 
and  Botta,  discovered. — Music. 

Enter  Nibbio  and  Grillo,  Guests ,  Servants,  fyc.,  R. 

Ast.  Proceed  with  the  ceremony. 

Enter  Leandro,  l. 

Ast.  Brother, 

Thou  art  welcome. 

Lea.  Indeed  !  yet  come  I  an  unbidden  guest. 

Astolfo,  speak — does  rumour  utter  truth  ? 

Hast  thou  bought  thy  bride? 

Ast.  Ay. 

Lea.  Whence  comes  this  wealth  ? 

Ast.  Whence?  ’Tis  not  a  question  of  the  world. 

Lea.  But  ’tis  a  brother’s — 

A  brother,  anxious  for  thy  fame,  thy  peace. 

Ast.  Fame  and  peace  !  thou  talk’st  like  stamm’ring 
childhood  ! 

I  have  gold. 

Lea.  What  of  that,  if  mankind  call  thee — — 

Ast.  Villain,  reprobate  ? 

So  they  cannot  call  me  poor,  I  care  not. 

No  more  of  this. 

Lea.  Yes,  something  more. 

Thou  art  possessed  of  gold  :  if  honestly, 

Why  fear  to  tell  the  secret  of  thy  wealth  1 
Silence  is  the  stubborn  policy  of  guilt. 

If  there  be  no  trick - 

Nib.  [Aside.]  Trick  !  my  box— my  box  !  [Hurries  off  r. 
Ast.  It  is  enough — I  am  not  what  I  was. 
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Seek  to  learn  no  further  :  if  thou’lt  stay,  so— 

If  not,  the  door  is  open  ! 

Lea.  I  have  lost  a  brother. 

Thou  heartless,  wealthy  man — farewell  ! 

[Exit  Leandro ,  L. 

4st.  We  waste  time — the  priest ! 

Music. — Enter  the  Monk,  C.  V.—IJe  comes  forward  to  join  the 
hands  of  Astolfo  and  Sabina,  when  Nihbio  rushes  in  with  the 
empty  box,  R. 

Nib.  Hold  !  my  curses  on  thee  !  juggler,  fiend  !  look 
there. 

Ast.  Ha!  Is  the  devil  false? 

Nib.  I  charge  ye,  seize  him  ! 

Ast.  Fool  !  thou  hast  been  robbed  ! 

Nib.  [Madly  grasping  Grillo.]  Ha!  art  thou  the  thief? 
Confess,  confess,  and  die  ! 

Ast.  Peace — here  is  more  gold. 

Nib.  [ Snatching  the  ducat  from  Astolfo's  hand.']  He  deals 
With  fiends!  [To  Priest.]  I  pray  thee,  cross  it.  [The  Monk 
crosses  the  ducat,  when  it  flies  into  pieces.]  Unhallowed  ! 
seize  the  wizard  ! 

Ast.  [Drawing  his  sword,  and  holding  the  returned  eiwcat.l 
Stand  off! 

[All  are  running  on  Astolfo,  when  Mammon  rises,  and  throws 
himselj  before  him — the  place  is* suddenly  enveloped  in  dark¬ 
ness — Picture  is  formed  by  all  the  characters. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — The  Open  Country ,  near  Naples . 

Enter  Grillo,  l.,  meetimg  Leandro,  r. 

Gri.  Ah,  Signor  Leandro,  hast  heard  the  news  ? — Thy 

brother - 

Leu.  Dead,  I  hope. 

Gri.  No  ;  though,  had  the  people  caught  him,  he  had 
not  escaped  alive,  for  they  curse  him  for  a  magician. 
That  ducat — but  it  has  done  its  last  service. 

Lea,  How  so  ? 
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Gri.  It  has  been  seized  by  the  council,  and  scamped 
on  each  side  with  a  flaming  brand.  It  took  two  abbots 
to  hold  it  fast;  and,  no  sooner  was  it  marked,  than  it 
vanished.  So,  the  ducat  will  cheat  no  more — not  even 
a  beggar  will  take  it.  And  thus,  Astolfo  may  drop 
dead  even  while  he  clutches  gold.  One  of  the  monks 
hath  made  a  sermon  on  it. 

Lea.  Where  is  he  1 

Gri.  Hidden,  somewhere :  but  wherever  he  be,  Sa¬ 
bina  is  with  him.  Her  father  and  Nibbio  whine  and 
groan  like  sick  apes — one  for  his  daughter,  the  other 
for  his  ducats. 

Lea.  ’Tis  said  old  Nibbio  hath  entered  a  monastery. 

Gri.  I  heard  some  news  of  it — ’tis  likely,  for  his  wit’s 
quite  gone. 

Lea.  I  must  find  Astolfo — unhappy  wretch! 

Gri.  I  thought  you  had  renounced  him. 

Lea.  I  thought  so,  too  ;  but  I  feel  I  have  not.  Come, 
assist  me  in  my  search,  if  my  thanks,  for  I  have  nought 
else,  will  pay  thee. 

Gri.  Well,  signor,  well  ;  for  though  I  tear  your  bro¬ 
ther,  if  you  find  him,  will  give  you  but  snarling  words, 
yet  the  chance  of  saving  him  is  worth  the  trial.  On, 
on,  signor, — I’m  at  your  heels.  [ Exeunt ,  L. 

Enter  Astolfo  and,  Sabina,  r. — she  is  veiled,  and  carries  a 
cloak ,  preceded  by  Tomaso. 

Ast.  The  vessel,  thou  sayest,  sails  in  an  hour? 

Tom.  Ay,  or  less  :  and  let  her  but  have  her  canvass 
flowing,  she’ll  scatter  the  spray  a  bit. 

Ast.  [Aside.']  Once  on  the  waters,  I  may  defy  them. 
Well,  we  will  be  your  passengers. 

Tom.  What,  without  knowing  whither  we  are  bound  1 
Why,  how  dost  know  that  I  may  not  sell  ye  for  slaves 
to  the  Moors  ? 

Ast.  [Aside.]  Thou  couldst  not  curse  me  with  bitterer 
bonds, 

Than  those  which  now  consume  me. 

Tom.  [Jsirfe.]  These  are  a  pair  of  fly-away  doves  I 
take  it.  Imay^make  my  price.  Well,  signor,  if  thou 
hast  a  mind  to  see  England,  thou  canst  not  sail  in  a  nobler 
craft  than  the  Santa  Maria.  The  passage  will  cost  thee 
ten  ducats — I  say,  ten  ducats,  signor. 

■Ast.  No  matter,  lead  on— I’ll  pay  thee  when  aboard. 
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Tom.  Why,  signor,  once  on  deck,  I  am  too  busy  beat¬ 
ing  the  boys,  and  swearing  at  the  men,  to  count  money. 
I — I  would  rather  have  it  off  my  mind  at  once. 

Ast.  Hold  thy  hand.  [ Presenting  to  him  the  ducat. 

Tom.  [Who  recognises  the  ducat.~\  Keep  off,  or  my  dag¬ 
ger’s  in  thy  heart !  That  thy  gold  !  ’tis  cursed — ’ tis 
stamped — I  seethe  brand  !  Thou  art  that  devil,  Astolfo. 
Off,  I  say  !  Give  thee  passage  !  I’d  as  soon  ship  the 
great  fiend  himself.  Farewell,  sweet  signor  ;  the  Santa 
Maria  carries  not  such  ballast  as  thou.  f  Exit,  L. 

Filter  Francesco  and  Boy,  l. 

Fra.  There,  child,  let  that  be  a  warning  to  you.  No 
matter  if  thou  goest  without  supper  to  bed,  so  thou  art 
safe  from  wicked  dreams  a*  night. 

Ast.  Is  that  your  son  ? 

Fhi.  My  grandson,  I  thank  heaven:  he’s  been  with 
me  to  see  the  sight. 

Ast.  What  sight? 

Fra.  You  must  needs  be  a  stranger  in  Naples  to 
ask  that.  Why,  the  cursing  of  the  ducat.  Ha!  ’twill 
cheat  no  more  honest  people — ’twas  a  solemn  business, 
sir. 

Ast.  How  so  ? 

Fra.  Why,  there  was  a  crowd  of  priests,  with  boys 
chanting,  and  a  smell  of  incense  to  keep  wicked  fiends 
away.  Then  the  ducat  was  held  by  pincers  that  had 
been  thrice  blessed,  and  then  ’twas  stamped  ;  and  all 
the  while,  could  you  think  it?  there  was  whining  and 
moaning,  as  though  the  foul  spirit,  shut  up  in  the  ducat, 
cried  for  its  sins.  But  that  was  nothing  to  what  fol¬ 
lowed. 

Ast.  Truly  :  what  followed  ? 

Fra.  No  sooner  were  the  tongs  taken  from  the  ducat, 
than  it  was  carried  over  the  house-tops  by  a  crowd  of 
fiends,  as  biack  as  crows,  with  fiery  eyes  and  switching 
tails.  As  they  flew,  the  ducat  grew  bigger  and  bigger, 
'till,  at  last,  it  hung  in  the  sky  as  large  and  as  clear  as 
a  harvest  moon. 

Ast.  And  this  you  saw  ? 

Fra.  Alas  !  sir,  I  am  four  score  and  upwards,  and  my 
eyes  are  dim  ;  but  many  who  stood  near  me,  honest 
neighbours,  saw  it,  even  as  I  say.  As  for  the  wizard, 
Astolfo, ’tis  said  he  was  last  night  seen  hunted  round 
Vesuvius — ha !  I  knew  him  when  a  rosy  child. 
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Ast.  Thou  ! 

Fra.  Ay,  sir  ;  T  was  his  father’9  servant. 

Ast.  [Having  surveyed  him — aside.]  ’Tis  old  Francesco! 
Fra.  And  even  whilst  the  priest  did  curse  him  for  a 
magician,  and  the  people  counted  his  crimes,  and  painted 
his  blackness,  I  could  not  think  so  hardly  of  him  ;  for 
still  the  pretty  babe  was  in  my  eye,  and  would  not  let 
me  see  the  guilty  man. 

Ast.  [  With  emotion.]  Yet — yet  there  i3  one  that  doth 
.  not  curse  me! 

Thou  art  poor  ? 

Fra.  Very  poor,  sir. 

Ast.  [Forgetful,  is  about  to  give  the  ducat.]  Take  this, 
and — fool,  fool !  what  would  ye  1 
Hence,  hence,  old  man  !  be  poor,  be  happy  ! 

Fra.  Sir,  I  look  for  nothing  better.  Come,  boy,  come. 
Good  day,  signor.  Come,  child,  and  mark  well,  for  ’tis 
worth  it,  what  the  gentleman  says— be  poor,  be  happy. 
[Exeunt  Francesco  and  Boy,  R. — Astolfo  stands  bewildered .  L. 
Sab.  Astolfo! 

Ast.  The  imp  hath  cheated  me — given  me  to  scorn 
And  infamy.  I  bargained  for  wealth — power, — 

1  gain  poverty  and  maledictions, 

I  am  despised  and  shunned  by  all — by  all. 

Save  my  own  feelings,  aud  they  are  furies 
To  me. 

Sab.  Not  by  all,  Astolfo  ; 

I  left  home,  father,  to  follow  thee. 

Ast.  Fool !  why  didst  thou  ? 

Sab.  Astolfo  ! 

^  Ast.  Return  to  that  home— clasp  that  father’s  knees— 
Take,  for  yet  there’s  time,  the  squalid  Nibbio 
For  thy  husband.  Leave  me  to  my  destiny. 

Sab.  Leave  thee  ? 

Ast.  Ay, 

For  what  must  be  thy  portion  following  me  ? 

Will  not  the  good  avoid  thee?  ought  not  all 
To  curse,  revile  thee  ? 

Sab.  It  may  be  ;  but  not  thou, 

Astolfo  !  This  is  a  desolate  change. 

Once  thou  wert  gentle. 

Ast.  I  was  happy  !  to  thy  father ! 

I  will  wander  forth  alone. 

Sab.  Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  ? 

Ast.  Hence  ! 


[Endeavouring  to  quit  her , 
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Sab.  [Passionately,  and  clinging  to  him.]  Astolfo  ! 
Art  thou  a  man  ? 

No  ! 

For  he  who  pawns  his  soul  for  earthly  state 
Dims  that  sun  within  him  with  unholy  thoughts 
Altho’  he  keep  the  face  and  speech  of  man, 

Is  but  a  human  devil. 

Thou  dost  not  know  to  whom  I  am  pledged. 

Sab.  I  ask  not,  care  not. 

I  gave  my  heart  when  thou  wert  good  and  kind 
Though  thou  art  changed,  the  gift  can  never  be. 

Ast.  Have  I  not  said  enough? 

See  st  not  that  all  despise  and  turn  from  me  1 
Sab.  Yes:  and  therefore  must  not  I. 

Ast.  Away  !  I  cannot  love  thee  now. 

Another  hath  my  heart. 

Sab.  It  cannot  be!  Her  name  ? 

Ast.  Avarice  ! 

That  mole-eyed,  earless  hag,  who  rules  the  souls 
Of  sturdy  knaves  and  impotent  old  age  ; 

Whose  yellow  cheek  out-glows  the  blush  of  youth  ; 
Whose  tinkling  voice  outquires  the  angels! 

Sab.  Thou  dost  mistake  thy  noble  nature  : 

Thou  canst  not  be  so  changed. 

Ast.  Thou  dost  not  comprehend  her  miracles. 

’Tis  Avarice  who  casts  a  blight  and  shade 
Upon  the  world  ;  who  steeps  the  heart  in  gall, 

Tho’  lips  be  ripe  with  smiles.  'Tis  Av’rice 

Who  doth  debase,  degrade  the  soul  of  man, _ 

Casting  him  down  to  lick  the  dust  before 
His  fellow  dust.  ’Tis  Avarice 
Whose  bony  fingers  rend  apart  the  ties 
Of  holy  nature  ;  who  sets  on  brothers 
As  we  goad  on  dogs, — who  turns  the  weapon 
Of  an  impious  child  against  the  sacred  bosom 
Of  a  father. 

Sab.  And  canst  thou  see  her  terrors,  yet  remain 
Her  slave  ? 

Ast.  Yes  : 

Since  1  must  choose  ’tween  virtuous  beggary 
And  costly  guilt.  On  ! 

Since  thou  wilt  follow  my  desp’rate  fortunes. 

Sab.  To  exile  ! — death  ! 

Ha!  See  who  passes  thee  ;  'tis  Filippo, 

One  of  my  father’s  tenants.  I  will  ask  him, — 

C  2 
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He  was  ever  kind — to  give  us  refuge 

'Till  a  ship  be  found  to  bear  us  hence.  Thus, 

[Drawing  her  veil  over  her  face. 
He  will  not  know  me.  And  thou,  Astolfo — 

’Tis  our  only  hope — assume  this  habit; 

[ Throwing  the  monk'i  cloak  over  Astolfo. 
So,  with  a  feigned  story  of  a  vow 

Of  pilgrimage,  we  may  escape  pursuit.  [Urging  him  on. 
Astolfo  !  dear  Astolfo  ! 

Ast  As  thou  wilt — I  care  not. 

Would  I  had  ne’er  been  born  !  [Satina  leads  Astolfo  off,  r. 

SCENE  II. — Interior  of  Filippo’s  Cottage. 

Enter  Botta  and  Grillo,  r. 

Gri.  Why,  sir,  I  thought  such  service  would  please 
you. 

Bot.  Sabina  hath  forgotten  her  father  ;  why  should  I 
remember  I  have  yet  a  child  ? 

Gri.  Depend  on’t,  sir,  wherever  is  Astolfo,  there  is 
your  daughter. 

Bot.  Peace  !  My  curses  on  them  both  !  They  have 
disgraced  me, — made  me  the  scoff  and  talk  of  Naples. 
Get  you  home.  Stay  ;  run  to  the  Franciscan  Convent ; 
Signor  Nibbio  hath  turned  monk  ;  I  have  already  sent 
to  him  to  meet  me  here.  [Aside.]  This  is  a  quiet  corner, 
and  we  may  talk  with  no  fear  of  interruption.  Go  ! 
Hurry  him  :  say,  I  wait 

Gri.  The  Franciscan  convent?  ’Tis  true,  then.  [Aside.] 
I  always  thought  his  knavery  so  great,  nothing,  save  a 
cowl,  could  cover  it.  [Exit,  i„ 

Bot.  The  doating  fool !  He  shall  not  buy  a  sainthood 
at  my  cost.  Let  him,  and  he  will,  give  his  own  riches  to 
the  friars,  but,  for  my  share  of  old  Vicenzo’s  wealth,  nota 
doit.  Sooner  w  ill  I  lay  bare  the  trick — the  false  will,  the 
perjured  witness,  and  thus  re-possess  the  rightful  heir. 
Here  [Taking  them  out.]  are  Nibbio’s  letters, — the  true 
will  ;  certain  proofs  of  the  black  act.  With  these  1  will 
confront  him,  and,  if  he  dare  to  thwart  me,  be  Leandro 
the  winner.  Ha  !  here  comes  his  saintship. 

[Retires  up,  l. 

Enter  Astolfo,  r.,  habited  in  a  friar’s  gown. 

Ast.  This  trumpery  may  hide  me  from  the  rabble 
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Till  I  quit  the  shore.  Yet,  wherefore  quit  it? 

Despair — ay,  and  penury,  pursue  me  ! 

I  am  taunted  by  a  spectre  of  wealth  ! 

That  cursed  ducat  haunts  me  !  I’ve  cast  it 
To  the  sea,  and  still  tis  with  me ;  thrown  it 
To  the  fire,  the  fire  consumes  it  not ;  still, 

Still  ’tis  mine  1  I  have  buried  iti’  the  earth,— 

Jhe  earth  refuses  it,  and  still  ’tis  here  ! 

Where  er  I  look,  it  meets  and  burns  my  eye  ! — 
bleeping,  ’tis  with  me  still  ! 

Bot.  [  Aside.]  So  !  He  mutters  to  himself.  Is  he 
quarrelling  with  his  conscience  ?  Save  you,  reverend 
father — is  not  such  the  cant? 

Ast.  [Aside. J  He  here  ! 

Bot.  What,  silent !  Come,  saints  have  tongues:  let 
us  to  business.  You  have  turned  monk  ?  Well  fora 
sick  conscience,  there’s  much  virtue  in  a  gray  gown 
You  would  give  your  gold  to  the  brothers?  So  be  it* 
give  yours,  not  mine.  My  bargain  was  a  clear  half  of 
the  estate  due  to  Astolfo  and  his  brother:  on  which 
agreement,  I  forged  the  will,— procured  you  false  testi¬ 
mony.  Give,  if  you  please,  your  portion  unto  saintly 
purposes,  but  think  not  to  cheat  me  out  of  mine  At¬ 
tempt  it,  and  these  writings— the  true  will,  which  you' 
thought  destroyed— shall  to  their  rightful  owner. 

Ast.  [Turning  quickly  round,  and  seizing  the  papers— the 
monk  s  gown  failing  from  him.]  He  has  them, 

Bot.  [Starting  from  him .]  Astolfo! 

Thou  meanest  ruffian  ! 

Hast  thou  one  drop  of  blood,  and  dost  not  blush  ? 

Bot.  Hence  !  outcast !  sorcerer  ! 

Ast.  [Advancing  to  him  J  Sorcerer  ! 

Hell  hath  not  blacker  magic  than  a  villain’s  mind. 

Bot.  [Crossing,  a.]  Help!  Filippo! 

Ast  [Drawing  his  sword .J  Peace  ! 

Or,  as  I  breathe,  thy  next  word  is  thy  knell ! 

Bot.  Mercy!  Why  dost  thou  glare  so  terribly  upon 
me  ?  r 

Ast.  Why?  Why  crouches  the  robbed  lioness 
Before  she  springs  ?  My  heart  so  swells  with  hate 
It  doth  u  nnerve  my  arm  ! 

Bot.  Thou  wilt  not  hurt  an  old  man  ? 

Ast.  And  dar’st  thou  claim  the  privilege  of  age? 

Didst  thou  respect  it,  sanctified  by  death  ? 
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My  father!- — when  thou  didst  rob  his  children, 

Thou  didst  stab  the  old  man  in  his  grave  ! 

Bot.  Thou  hast  the  deeds  ;  all,  all  is  restored. 

Ast.  Restored! — my  name!  my  peace  of  heart !  Tell 
me, 

Thou  subtle  notary — thou  legal  spider, 

Weaving  finest  snares — tell  me,  by  what  art, 

By  what  quaint  master-stroke  of  wit,  thou  carist 
In  this  base  parchment  write  me  back  my  soul, — 

My  precious  Soul  !  Convey  back  that,  and  all, 

All  shall  be  forgiven. 

Palterer  ! — Thou  canst  not !  Thou  shalt  perish. 

If  thou  didst  ever  learn  one,  breathe  a  prayer  ; — 

Thou  art  a  dying  man. 

Bot.  Mercy  !  [Recoiling from  him. 

Ast.  Not  from  me.  [ Pointing  upward .]  There  ! 

Bot.  For  thy  soul’s  sake  ! 

Ast.  Die  ! 

[ AstolJ'o  is  about  to  stab  Botta ,  who  is  kneeling  at  his  feet. 
Bot.  [ Clinging  to  him.]  For  Sabina’s  ! 

Ast.  [After  a  moment’s  irresolution.]  That  name  hath  saved 
thee.  Live  ! 

Stay  :  thou  dost  not  quit  me  so.  I  must  have  gold. 

But.  [ Pointing  to  the  papers.]  Hast  thou  not  there  the 
means  ?  « 

Ast.  What  ! 

Shall  the  branded  sorcerer  wait  the  judgment 
Of  your  courts  ?  Signor  Botta,  l  want  gold  ! 

Bot.  I  have  not  a  piece,  not  a  single  piece. 

Ast.  Thou’rt  as  a  man  newly-risen  from  the  grave, 
And  yet  a  lie  is  on  thy  lip.  Look  there  ! 

[Pointing  to  a  bag  of  money  in  Botta' s  girdle. 
Bot.  Not  mine.  I  hold  it  but  in  trust. 

Ast.  Even  so,  replace  it  from  thy  coffers. 

Trifle  not,  for  I  am  stern  of  purpose  ! 

Thy  gold,  or  thy  life  ! 

Bot.  [Calling  oat.]  What,  ho!  help,  help  ! 

Ast.  Peace  !  or  with  thy  heart  I’ll  tear  it  from  thee. 

Music. — Enter  Mammon,  r. — Astolfo  seizes,  and  struggles 
with  Botta,  Mammon  lookitig  eagerly  on — Botta  throws  As¬ 
tolfo  off, ’  and  is  rushing,  with  a  drawn  dagger,  at  him ,  when 
Mammon  comes  between,  stabs  Botta  to  the  heart,  snatching 
the  bag  of  gold  from  his  girdle— Botta  falls— Mammon,  lay- 
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ing  the  dagger  on  the  hag ,  with  one  hand  presents  them  to 
Astolfo ,  and  with  the  other  points ,  with  a  sarcastic  laugh ,  at 
Botta. 

Ast.  Avaunt !  thou  fiend  !  what  hast  thou  done  ? 
Mam.  Found  thee  gold  ! 

Wilt  take  it ! 

Asf.  There’s  blood  upon  it. 

Mam.  Ay  ; 

In  this  world’s  trade,  they  are  sometimes  together. 

Ast.  W  retch  ! 

Mam.  I  may  be  :  for,  see,  [Pointing  to  the  body  of  Botta. 
I  have  slain  one  of  my  best  worshippers. 

’Tis  no  matter  ;  he  doth  but  change  his  place 
Of  devotion. 

Ast.  Thy  deed  is  horrible. 

Mam.  My  deed  ! — thine  ! 

I  am  Astolfo’s  slave — his  ready  slave  ! 

My  works  are  his  ! — Asked  he  not  iny  labours  ? 

Ast.  Thou  hast  deceived  me. 

Mam.  Ha,  ha!  if  thou  wert  not  faithful  to  thyself, 
.How  couldst  thou  hope  for  truth  from  me  ?  Dost  thou 
Regard  this  streaming  clay,  so  pityingly  > 

[Pointing  to  Botta’ s  corse. 

’Tis  grievous — so  much  blood,  for  so  little  gold. 
Mankind  shake  their  heads  at  gaping  rents,  cut 
By  a  robber’s  knife  : — they  heed  not  the  living 
Sacrifice  to  avarice — they  think  not 
Of  the  wounds  that  bleed  inwardly 
Ast.  Canst  thou  thus  moralize  ? 

Mam.  Ay  : 

For  what  were  Mammon,  wanting  hypocrisy? 

Farewell  !  we  meet  again. 

Ast.  Never  ! — Leave  me  to  my  fate. 

Mam.  Said  I  not  we  were  inseparable  ? 

I  will  still  labour  for  thee — thou  canst  not 
Break  my  yoke.  I  must  away  ;  even  now, 

I  have  a  meeting  on  the  mart,  with  Jews 
And  renegadoes  ;  they  would  have  my  aid, 

For  tottering  potentates,  wlio’d  keep  down 
Home-born  liberty  with  foreign  steel.  Take  thy  gold. 
Take  it, — thou  hast  earned  it. 

[Forcing  the  money  and  the  dagger  on  Astolfo. 
Farewell !  [Fxit,  r. 

Ast.  [ Following  him.]  Stay  !  take  back  thy  gift!— he’s 
gone  ! 


[act  XI. 


32  the  devil's  ducat. 

And  I — I  am  left  with  my  murdered  foe. 

[ Bending  over  the  body  of  Botta. 

He  died  with  frowning  hate  upon  his  face. 

How  terrible  !— My  fancy  wilders  me, — 

Or  his  lips  do  curl,  with  bitterest  scorn  ! — 

Poor  wretch  !  would — would  I  were  even  as  thou  ! 

Ha  !  Sabina  !  [ Throws  the  cloak  over  the  body. 

Enter  Sabina,  R. 

Sab.  Fortune,  Astolfo  ! 

The  vessel  puts  to  sea,  within  an  hour 
Filippo  is  returned :  his  friend  consents 
To  receive  us.  [With  hesitation.]  The  priest,  too,  will  be 
here. 

Ast.  What  priest? 

Sab.  Didst  not  promise,  ere  wre  quitted  Naples, 

Our  loves  should  have  the  blessings  of  the  church  ? 

Ast.  Again,  I  tell  thee,  thou  dost  not  know  me. 
Pause,  ere  thou  dost  decide. — What !  wilt  thou  join 
Thy  hand  with  mine  ?— Say  it  were  deeply  died 
With  foulest  crimes— say  it  were  stained  with  blood  ? 

Sal).  [Taking  if.]  I  would  clasp  it. 

[At  this  moment,  the  body  of  Botta,  covered  with  a  cloak ,  lies 
between  Astolfo  and  Sabina. 

Ast.  Thou  dost  swear  a  lasting  faith  ? 

Tho*  every  hand  shall  rise  against  me, 

Thine  shall  oft’er  peace— tho’  ev’ry  eye  low’r  hate 
Upon  me,  thine  shall  beam  with  love— tho'  ev’ry  lip 
Breathe  curses  on  thy  husband,  thine  shall  move 
With  prayers  ? 

This  thou  dost  swear,  so  heaven  judge  thy  soul  ? 

Sab.  In  the  strong  constancy  of  woman’s  love, 

I  swear  ! 

Asf.  Amen  !  thou  hast  vowed  deeply,  and  before 
A  solemn  witness. 

Sab.  Witness!  Astolfo? 

Ast.  [Plucking  the  cloak  from  Botta.]  Behold 
Sab.  Villain  ! 

Thou  hast  shed  my  father’s  blood  ! 

Ast.  I  have  grasped  thy  father’s  gold. 

Sab.  Wretch!  my  curses  on - 

Ast.  Thy  husband  ! 

Sab.  I  will  denounce  -  — 

/Is*.  Thy  husband ! 
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Sub.  [Wildly.]  Filippo!  friends!  seize  the  assassin — 
sei^e - - 

Ast.  [  With  vehemence .]  Thy  husband  ! 

Sab.  Man,  man  !  Heaven  be  thy  accuser, 

I  must  not ! 

[In  a.  paroxysm  of  anguish,  she  throws  herself  upon  the  bodt, 
of  her  father. 

Enter  Filippo,  l. 

Fil.  How,  now,  friends  ;  here  are  the  crew  come  for 
you.  ^  W  hat  noise  is  this.  [Sabina  throws  the  cloak  over 
Botta  s  body — Filippo  recognizes  her.]  The  Lady  Sabina  ! 
then  thou  art  Astolfo.  Ho,  there! 

Sab.  Peace,  I  beseech  you, — do  not  betray  him. 
hilippo,  thou  wert  ever  good  and  kind — 

Wound  not  the  wretched.  Lead  him  to  thy  friends; 

He  will  pay  thee  amply. — Hence,  Astolfo  ! — 

VV  e  part  for  ever. 

til  Come,  sir — though  I  am  loth  to  spare  you — yet 

for  the  lady’s  sake — here,  take  this  gown - - 

Sab.  [Standing  before  it.]  No,  no,  do  not  touch  it! 

Ftl  Ha!  ’tis  stained  with  blood!  Ho,  there!  by 

your  leave,  lady - [Passes  by  Sabina— snatches  the  cloak  off 

Botta— at  the  same  moment,  Sailors  enter,  and  prevent  the  es¬ 
cape  of  Astolfo.]  I  he  Signor  Botta!  seize  the  murderer! 
Ast.  [Drawing  his  sword.]  It  may  be,  but  not  alive. 

[The  Sailors  fall  upon  him. 
til.  Afraid  !  and  of  one  man!  This  shall  reach  him. 
[Music. — Filippo  rushes,  with  a  drawn  knife,  upon  Astolfo— they 
struggle — Astolfo  is  thrown  down,  his  arm  resting  upon  the 
body  of  Botta — Sabina  stands  before  Astolfo,  grasping  the 
hand  of  Filippo — scene  closes. 

SCENE  III. — A  Street  in  Naples. 

Enter  Grillo,  L. 

Gri.  A  plague  on  all  monks!  Nibbio  hath  wandered 
out  from  the  monastery,  no  one  knows  where.  An  old 
rascal  !  I  have  not  picked  a  pocket  since  I  turned 
serv  ing-man,  and  my  lingers  have  a  rare  appetite.  As  I’m 
a  reformed  rogue,  here  comes  one  of  the  brotherhood 
of  Saint  Francis— I’ll  try  and  gull  him.  Why,  ’tis  old 
Nibbio.  [ Retires . 

Enter  Nibbio,  as  a  Franciscan  Monk ,  l. 

Nib.  [Producing  a  small  bag  of  money.]  All  this,  the  of- 
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fering  of  pious  people  to  our  bouse.  It  comes  in 
merrily  ! 

Gri.  By  Mercury  !  with  money,  too.  [ Coming 

down.]  Save  you,  father— will  you  give  a  poor  reprobate 
your  blessing  ? 

Nib.  Bless  thee,  my  son. 

Gri.  Father,  I — I — bless  me  again,  good  father. 

Nib.  What,  Grilliol  Humph  !  art  thou  sincere,  my  son  1 

Gri.  Sincere !  Could  I  jest  with  the  wonder  of 
Naples?  Why,  thou  hast  been  planted  in  a  convent 
only  a  few  days,  and  thou  art  already  a  full-blown 
saint.  Bless  me  again  ! 

Nib.  There  !  go  thy  ways — mend  thy  life  :  thou  hast 
been  a  knave — but  the  viler  the  rogue,  the  lovelier  the 
convert. 

Gri.  In  truth,  father,  I  would  ease  my  conscience.  I 
would  tell  thee  all  my  sins. 

Nib.  All! 

Gri.  Nay,  there’s  time ’tween  this  and  midnight.  Oh, 
I’ve  been  a  horrid  knave!  Had  every  one  of  my  sins  a 
neck,  Italy  would  want  rope  to  hang  ’em.  But  I’ll  tell 
thee  a  few  of  my  lighter  faults.  In  Venice,  I  killed  a 
merchant - 

Nib.  Well. 

Gri.  In  Padua,  I  set  fire  to  a  house - 

Nib.  Well. 

Gri.  In  Venice,  I  broke  the  hearts  of  three  widows, 
and  robbed  sixteen  orphans - - 

Nib.  Well,  well,  if  thou  aTt  contrite,  there’s  hope. 

Gri.  In  Verona,  I  ruined  a  lawyer — no,  that  conies 
by-and-by,  among  my  good  acts.  In  Genoa,  I  turned 
Jew  ;  in  Bologna,  I  eat  pork  again  !  In  Palermo,  I 
broke  a  bank  ;  and  at  Leghorn  I  sank  a  ship,  with  her 
crew  and  passengers.  Is  there  hope  yet? 

Nib.  Go  on,  go  on — thou  mayst  not  yet  despair. 

Gri.  Here,  in  Naples,  I  stole  three  peaches  from  a 
convent  garden. 

Nib.  Horrible,  horrible  ! 

Gri.  [ Sidling  close  to  Nibbio.]  I  have  done  worse  than 
that. 

Nib.  Impossible  !  it  cannot  be. 

Gri.  Yes  ;  it’s  my  last  crime. 

Nib.  I  tremble  to  listen — what  was  thy  last  crime  ? 

Gri.  [ Stealing  a  bog  of  money  from  Nibbio's  girdle.]  My 

last  crime  ? 
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Nib.  Ay  ;  thy  last  crime, 

Gri.  I  stole  some  money  from  a  monk. 

Nib.  Thou’rt  a  lost  wretch— no  hope— a  lost  wretch  ! 

Gri.  I  would  even  now  return  some  part  of  the  gold 
to  the  church. 

.  Nib.  ’Tis  the  only  way  to  whiten  thyself.  How  many 
pieces  didst  thou  steal  ? 

Gri.  At  a  rough  guess— for  gentlemen  of  my  trade 
rarely  count — [Glancing  at  the  bag.]  some  fifty  pieces. 

Nib.  I  would  not  lose  a  soul  :  bring  me  twenty,  and 
thou  shalt  have  my  prayers. 

Gri.  Twenty  ! 

Nib.  To  mend  thy  conscience. 

Gri.  Mend  it!  Some  of  t.hy  brethren  would  sell  me 
a  new  one  for  half  the  money. 

Nib.  Well,  well;  if  thou  dost  really  repent,  ten  may 
serve. 

Gri.  Say  five,  and  it’s  a  bargain.  Come,  or  I’ll  take 
my  custom  to  another  workman.  Tinker  my  conscience 
well,  and  I’ll  give  five. 

Nib.  I  do  almost  commit  a  sin,  letting  thee  off  so 
cheaply.  Say  six — well,  well,  five  ! 

Gri.  [  Taking  money  from  the  bag  unseen  by  Nibbio,  and  pre¬ 
senting  it  to  him.]  There’s  thy  money. 

Nib.  And  there’s  my  blessing! 

Gri.  Now,  thou  dost  pardon  me  the  theft? 

Nib.  I  do — I  do. 

Gri.  As  for  the  man  I  robbed - 

Nib.  The  loss  will  exercise  his  patience.  Thou  hast 
told  me  all  thy  crimes  ? 

Gri.  All  I  can  remember.  Now  for  my  virtues — nay, 
I’ll  soon  despatch  them;  marriage  is  a  virtue - - 

Nib.  It  may  be. 

Gri.  Then  am  I  virtuous;  I’ve  married  six  wives, 
and  am  promised  to  five  more. 

Nib.  Marriage!  Alack,  Ido  forget.  Filippo’s  boy 
met  me  even  now,  and  asked  me  to  come  and  bless  a 
young  couple  at  his  master’s. 

Gri.  And  I’d  forgotten,  too — my  master  waits  for  you 
at  Filippo’s. 

Nib.  Ay,  ay,  I  know  he  doth.  [Aside.]  And  I  know 
for  what.  lam  not  to  be  tricked.  The  convent  shall 
have  all  my  wealth — all — so  may  my  name  be  one  day 
registered  in  the  calendar.  [Exit,  r. 

Gri.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Oh,  that  I  could  meet  one  Nibbio 
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every  day  !  Here  they  are.  [Producing  the  money. ]  Ha, 
ha  !  Thus  have  I  at  once  lined  my  pockets  and  clean- 
scowered  my  conscience!  Stolen  gold,  and  had  the 
benediction  of  the  loser.  Ha,  ha  ! 

Enter  Filippo,  r. 

Gri.  How,  Filippo  ?  in  haste  ! 

Fil.  Haste,  indeed  !  Thy  master’s  murdered  !  As- 
tolfo  hath  slain  him. 

Gri.  Murdered  !  and  by  Astolfo  ?  Where  is  he  ! 

Fil.  I  have  just  left  him,  fast  in  prison.  He  dies  at 
daybreak. 

Gri.  Dies  !  . 

Fil.  Thou  knowest,  he  was  before  convicted  as  a 
wizard  :  he  goes  to  the  stake  in  a  few  hours.  For  his 
brother,  Leandro - 

Gri.  What  of  him  ? 

Fil.  He  will  be  a  gainer  :  his  father’s  true  will  hath 
been  found;  and,  with  it,  proofs  of  the  villany  of 
Nibbio  and  Signor  Botta. 

Gri.  Nibbio  !  why,  he  hath  gone  straight  to  thy 
house. 

Fil.  Ay  ;  then  let  us  after  and  secure  him. 

Gri.  Thanks  to  fortune  !  Nibbio  will  hang— the  gib- 
net  will  at  last  be  paid  its  long  arrears.  [Exeunt,  R. 

SCENE  IV. — Interior  of  a  Prison. — Astolfo,  lying  on 

the  ground — Gorgon e  {the  gaoler ),  and  Laccio,  dis¬ 
covered. 

Lac.  Keep  an  eye  upon  the  prisoner,  Gorgone  :  see 
he  do  not  give  you  the  slip. 

Got'.  The  slip  !  what,  whilst  he  lies  there  ? 

Lac.  How  do  you  know  it’s  he?  Mayn’t  it  be  a  ghost 
©f  him?  Why,  l  should  no  more  wonder  to  see  him  fly 
through  the  bars,  than  a  bird.  1  have  to  get  the  faggots 
blessed  for  the  pile,  or  they’ll  never  kindle.  Look  to 
him  :  for,  if  he  ’scape  again,  ’twill  bring  a  scandal  on 
the  gaol.  Besides,  he’s  what  they  call  a  gentleman,  and 
we  don’t  catch  one  of  his  sort  very  often.  Look  to  him, 
I  say.  [Exit,  p..  s.  e. 

G or.  The  ghost  of  him !  I  don’t  see  how  he  can  slide 
through  his  clothes.  I’ll  make  sure,  though. 

[Places  his  hand  on  Astolfo,  who  ruts, 

Asf,  Is  the  time  come  I 
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-  :  you  may  sIeep  an  hour  yet.  I  was  only 

feeling  if  twere  you  indeed.  y 

Leave  me  to  my  thoughts— if  such  a  privilege 
May  be  purchased - -  1 

Gar.  Not  with  your  ducats,  signor :  ’tis  the  first  time 

?  ®  ®r  rr?fJ1Se?.a  fee’and  1>ve  been  gaoler  these  forty 
years.  knocking  at  the  door.]  Who  have  we  here  ? 

[ Opens  the  door. 

Enter  Mammon,  as  a  Dominican  Monk ,  r.  s.  e. 

And  this  is  my  closing  scene  ! 

The  fiend,  to  whom  I’m  given,  body  and  soul. 

Discards  me.  What  is  left?  the  stake!  to  writhe, 
Sheeted  in  climbing  fires,  my  ashes,  cast 
With  curses,  to  the  winds.  Who  art  thou  ? 

,rr>-  .i  .  [ Seeing  Mammon. 

G°r.  Tis  the  priest,  to  shrive  you  [Exit,  l. 

Ast.  Hence,  and  labour  where  there  may  be  hope— 
'Tis  deaf,  ’tis  dead. 

Mam.  [Throwing  the  cowl  from  his  face.]  Comfort,  my  son. 
Ast.  Thou  mocking  fiend  ! 

Hell  in  thine  aspect— comfort  on  thy  lip _ 

That  garment,  too. 

Mam.  Nay,  ’tis  oft  my  dress.  In  it 
I  haunt  death-beds,  to  snatch  at  legacies. 

u°’-AStn°Jfo’  they  wil1  bura  thee  in  the  morning. 

Hail !  Mammon’s  youngest  martyr. 

Ast.  Devil,  thou  hast  trapped  my  soul. 

Mam.  Mutter  on,  I  am  hardened  to  abuse — 

Abuse  from  those  who  have  me,  and  from  those 
Who  vainly  call  for  me.  Didst  not  seek  me  ? 

Didst  not  ask  for  pleasures  ? 

Ast.  Pleasures ! 

Thy  gifts  are  false  as  are  thy  words.  Pleasures ! 

Mam.  The  best  Mammon  could  bestow. 

Thou  hadst— all  have— the  means  of  purer  joys. 

Ast.  Whence?  J 

Mam.  Whence  ! 

E’en  here,  beneath  our  feet,  a  captive  lies 

vi  ‘Si! ?.e/s®or?  years  uP°n  his  whitened  head  : 

Half  his  life  be  hath  worn  a  tyrant’s  chain  : 

He  hath  tamed,  and  made  companions  of  the  mouse 
And  spider,  lavishing  on  noisome  things 
Affections  meant  for  man.  To  his  ears,  nought 
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Is  stranger  than  his  own  voice.  His  gaoler, 

In  sullen  dumbness,  leaves  his  daily  crust. 

He  hath  worn  a  couch  in  the  sharp  pavement 
With  his  bones.  Yet  hath  thi3  wretched  being 
Something  in  his  soul  which  rob3  his  dungeon 
Of  its  terrors,  which  hangs  its  reeking  walls 
With  budding  flowers — spreads  out  a  bed  of  moss — 
Brings,  with  his  sleep,  an  angel  to  his  side, 

Giving  him  glimpses  of  the  far-off  heav’n. 

Whence  is  this  power  ?  ’Tis  in  the  captive’s  heart 
The  tyrant  festers  in  his  bed  of  state — 

His  virtuous  victim  sweetly  slumbers 
On  a  dungeon’s  flint. 

Ast.  Thou — thou  talk  thus? 

Mam.  Oh,  bitter, 

Most  bitter,  ’tis  to  men,  when  their  own  wealth, 

Their  darling  Mammon,  tells  them  they  are  poor- 
Mere  mendicants,  who  see  their  raggedness 
Reflected  in  their  very  gold. 

Ast.  Thou  hast  ensnared  me — ’tis  enough — leave  me. 
Mam.  In  a  gaol  ? 

Then,  indeed,  were  Mammon  powerless 
Ast.  Wilt  thou  release  me  ? 

Mam.  Or  I  were  a  bad  servant. 

Tut !  Far  stonger  walls  than  these  have  faded 
At  a  golden  touch  ! 

Ast.  [Kneeling.]  Save  me,  and  I  am  thy  slave  ! 

Mam.  Thou  shalt.  be  freed  ! 

Ast.  Freed!  freed!  Still,  still  thy  worshipper  l 

[Casts  himself  at  Mammon’s  feet. 
Mam.  I  take  thy  homage. 

Now  to  show  my  power. 

[Mammon  stretches  forth  his  golden  hand ,  and  the  whole 
scene  changes. 


SCENE  V. — A  Cemetery . 

AstoLFO  discovered  prostrate,  at  the  foot  of  a  monument , 
L.  U.  E.,  on  which,  by  the  rays  of  the  moon,  are  seen  the 
words , — “Vicenzo;  Erected  by  his  Sons,  Astolfo  and 
Leandro,” 

Ast.  [Rising]  ’Tis  true,  then.  I  see  the  glorious 
stars, — 
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Feel  the  sweet  air  of  night  !  What  place  is  this  — 

Ha  !  that  tomb  !-My  father’s  tomb  !  Here,  kind  heaven, 
Launch  thy  bolt,  and  let  me  die  ! 

[ Falling  at  the  foot  of  the  tomb. 

Enter  Sabina,  from  the  bach,  r.  u.  e. 

Sab.  I’ve  prayed  beside  a  father’s  grave.— A  father, 
Murdered  by  a  husband.  The  morning  breaks 
I  hear  the  city’s  stir.  My  heart  is  numb’d, 

And  my  feet  seem  frozen  to  the  earth.  Ha  ! 

,  [Chimes  are  heard,  l» 

His  hour  draws  mgh.  Astolfo  !  dear  Astolfo  ! 

Asf.  That  voice  I 

It  is  her  angel  face,  and  I  have  wak’d 
In  Paradise ! 

Sab.  [Retreating  from  him.']  Thou  here  !  Escaped  » 
Ast.  Dost  thou  avoid  me  ?  Art  thou  not  my  wife  * 

Sab.  Thy  wife ! 

Yonder  lies  ray  bleeding  sire ;  let  him  rest 
Within  his  grave.  Fly  !  Fly,  and  save  thyself. 

Ast.  Thou  wilt  along  with  me  ? 

Sab.  No  ! 

Thou  shalt  have  my  prayers.  Talk  not,  but  hence  ! 

Ast.  I  cannot :  I  die  with  famine — hunger 
Is  at  my  heart,  though  gold  is  with  me  still ! 

My  senses  fail— I  strive  to  see  thy  face. 

But  the  ducat  dances  before  mine  eye, 

And  tinges  all  things  with  its  cursed  hue. 

The  skies — the  earth,  are  changed  !  I  walk  on  gold _ 

My  very  hand  looks  hard  and  yellow  ! 

Enter  two  Peasants,  l.,  carrying  baskets,  with  fruit 

First  P.  Come,  we  shall  have  time  to  see  the  execu¬ 
tion  ;  and  then  for  market  [Crosses  R. 

Sab.  Gentle  friends, 

For  mercy  s  sake,  spare  something  from  your  stores  ! 

A  fellow-creature,  here,  is  dying. 

First  P.  Why,  lady,  we  sell  our  stock. 

Ast.  [Aside.]  ’Tis  my  only  chance.  Here. 

[Presenting  the  ducat. 
First  P.  [Recognising  the  ducat.]  That  ducat !— No, — 
we  cannot  stay  to  trade— we— come,  Pietro,  come  ;  'tie 
he,  ’tis  he  ! — to  the  gaol,  to  the  gaol !  [They  run  off,  r. 
Ast.  In  vain — they  shun  me — I  am  dying. 
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Enter  Nibbio ,from  the  back,  R. 

Nib.  They’re  at  my  heels — still  I  see  their  torches. — 
I  stumbled  upon  old  Botta’s  grave,  and  felt  as  if  two 
arms  did  grasp  me  close.  Whither  shall  I — [Seeing 
Sabina.']  a  woman  ! 

Sab.  Nibbio  ! 

Ast.  Who?— Nibbio! 

Revenge  hath  conquered  death ! 

[ Rushes  and  seizes  Nibbio  by  the  throat. 

Enter  Grillo,  followed  by  Leandro,  Filippo,  and  Pea¬ 
santry,  some  with  torches,  from  the  back. 

Gri.  This  way  he  came — I’ll  swear  u  ! 

All.  Astolfo  escaped  ! 

Ast.  [To  Nibbio.]  Here  thou  dost  perish  ! 

Nib.  Mercy  ! 

Ast.  Mercy  !  and  at  my  father’s  grave  ! — die  ! 

[Drags  Nibbio  to  the  tomb ,  and  strangles  him. 
Brother  !  we  are  revenged  ! — The  fiend,  the  fiend  ! 

[Astolfo  dies,  still  grasping  Nibbio — the  rest  are  approaching 
the  bodies,  when  Mammon  appears  on  the  monument — he 
descends,  seizes  Astolfo ,  and  they  sink  together — the  cha¬ 
racters  kneel — a  picture  is  formed. — The  curtain  falls. 
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32  Fortunes  of  N  igel 

33  The  Wreck 

34  Every  -  body’s  H us- 

band 

35  Banks  of  the  Hudson 

36  Guy  Faux 

VOL.  V. 

37  The  Devil’s  Ducat 

38  Mazeppa 

39  Mutiny  at  the  Nore 

40  Pedlar’s  Acre 

41  “  No!!!” 

42  Peveril  of  the  Peak 

43  Thalaba 

44  Waverley 

45  Winning  a  Husband 

VOL.  VI. 

46  Hofer,  the  Tell  of  the 

Tyrol 

47  Paul  Clifford 

48  Damon  and  Pythias 

49  Three  Hunchbacks 

50  Tower  of  Nesle 

51  Sworn  at  Highgate 

52  Mary  Glastonbury 

53  The  Red  Rover 

54  Golden  Farmer 
VOL-  VII. 

55  Grace  Huntley 

56  “The  Sea!” 

57  Clerk  of  Clerkenwell 

58  The  Hut  of  the  Red 
Mountain 

59  John  Street,  Adelphi 

60  Lear  of  Private  Life 

61  John  Overy 


62  The  Spare  Bed 

63  Smuggler’s  daughter 

VOL.  VIII. 

64  Cedar  Chest 

63  Wardock  Kenniison 

66  The  Shadow 

67  Ambrose  Gwinett 

68  Gtilderoy 

69  Fate  of  Calas 

70  The  Young  Reefer 

71  The  Revolt  of  tit* 

Workhouse 

72  The  Man  and  ®h» 

Marquis 
VOL.  IX. 

73  Gipsy  Jack 

74  Lurline 

75  The  Fire  Raiser 

76  The  Golden  Calf 

77  Man- Fred 

78  Charcoal  Burner 
79 "My  Poll  and  my 

Partner  Joe  ” 

80  The  Sixes 

81  Good-Looking  Fe. 

low  [Moor 

82  The  Wizard  of  the- 

VOL.  X. 

83  The  Roof  Scrambler 

84  Diamond  Arrow 

85  Robber  of  the  Rhine' 

86  Eugene  Aram 

87  The  Eddystone  Elf 

88  My  Wife's  Husband 

89  Married  Bachelor 

90  Shakspear’s  Festival 

91  Van  Dieman’s  Land 

92  Le  Pauvre  Jacques 

VOL.  XI. 

93  Rochester 

94  The  Ocean  of  Life 

95  An  Uncle  too  many 

96  The  Wild  Man 

97  Rover’s  Bride 

98  Beggar  of  Cripple- 

gate 

99  Paul  the  Poacher 

100  Thomas  k  Becket 

101  The  Pestilence  of 
Marseilles 

102  Unfortunate  Miss 
Bailey 
VOL.  XII. 


(To  bt  Continual  ] 


VOL.  I.  to  Xf.  may  be 
had  in  boards 
Price  £2.  16s. 


Londopj:— PubHshed  bv  John  Cumberland.  2,  Cumberland  Terrace,  Camden  New  Town 
Sold  by  G.  Berger,  42,  Holywell  Street,  Strand;  and  T.  Hurst,  65,  St.  Paul’s  Church-yard. 


